elation, therefore, when one day I found myself alone
in the Cabinet Room at No 10 There were the
baskets of papers and there was the blotting pad with
its large sheet of immaculate white blotting paper, the
austere, solid ornaments of the Prime Minister's desk
Fervour for the cause took hold of me I felt like a
Joan of Arc of the ballot-box Martyrdom or not, the
occasion must be seized I opened my box of grease
paints, took out the reddest stick I could find, and wrote
across the blotting paper "Votes for Women " I went
out of the room exultant
When the rehearsal for which I had gone to Downing
Street was over, Mr Asquith came to me We had
tea together He asked "Why do you think women
should have the vote?" By Heaven, I told him1 I
poured out arguments in no unstinted measure He
greeted them with a quizzical smile which, whilst it
did not discourage me, forced me to wonder whether the
weight of my arguments was as great as their volume
We were to play the third act of "John Bull's Other
Island" and Barne's "The Twelve Pound Look " The
revolutionary Bernard Shaw was at last to be played
before his King and Queen All went well Next day
Mrs Asquith wrote to me
"A good many empty sayings go flying about on
social occasions where people have been amused and
flattered, but I can truthfully say (and you know truth
with me is a peculiarity more than a virtue1) that you
had a very great and to me unexpected (from the
King and Queen, I mean) success last night Our
King and Queen are not without a sense of humour
and they both laughed and clapped the whole time
I need hardly say, with the exception of perhaps
five or six obliged-to-be people, the rest of the
audience were my own friends, and all, as you could
see yourself, highly intelligent and very appreciative
I want you to send me the account of everything
No money ever repays in this world^ but we all must

